The Glory of the Consulate
ever, therefore, did he look with favor on the alliance
between Louis and Hortense; more than ever did he take
the part of Josephine and her children against his rela-
tives, including his own mother.
Matters reached a climax when Duroc brought a freshly
printed circular to the first consul. Duroc was only the
innocent messenger, for the ferret eye of Fouche had dis-
covered this incriminating evidence and inveigled that
honest officer into presenting it to Napoleon, then in his
cabinet in the Pavilion de jPlore. Rapidly his chief glanced
over it, crumpled it in his hand, then carefully unrolled
and uncreased it.
"Send for Fouche," he said; "also summon the minister
of the interior."
Then when the two appeared, eying each other, with
ominous calm he asked:
"Where did you discover this, Fouche?"
"It is being circulated. Monsieur le Premier Consul, all
over Paris."
Lucien advanced eagerly; his brother waved him back.
"One moment. And why do you accuse the Citizen Min-
ister of the Interior of the authorship of it?"
"These paragraphs here, advocating two brothers'
claims to a throne."
"You lie," said Lucien hotly.
"An easy defense," retorted the sardonic minister of
police, "when you caused it to be written."
Then followed accusation and hot retort, between the
death's-head, with the simper that was so like a sneer on
his bloodless lips, and the fiery young man. Through it
all, the first consul sat, saying not a word, and letting
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